O fairer breast than alabaster, grove,
haunt of the Muses, hills of agate white,
O little whiter lawns than milk, where love,
the Graces, and the Cyprian take delight,
bosom, where rose with lily gently strove
between the veins of blue, one morning, bright
as rosy dawn still lingering above
her ocean bed you trembled on my sight,
All pleasure and all gay adventuring
Venus and love and flaming grace about me
with ivory knives, like cherubs on the wing,
attacking on all sides did strike and rout me*
The charms I saw outflew the power of faith,
For no one may believe in his own death*